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NA 


"After thirty years, | don't understand how you still manage to surprise me." Dave murmured as he stepped in 


beside David. 


The younger man smiled and, with both hands, accepted the mug that Dave held out for him. "Thank you. And 


you really shouldn't be surprised anymore. I'm completely predictable." 
"Yeah, sure you are." Dave playfully scoffed. "Besides, what fun would that be? You keep me on my toes." 
| do, indeed" David nodded as he gazed out the large arching, leaded window. 


It was just turning dusky on Christmas Eve. Ignoring Dave's usual grumbling, David whisked his partner away to 


London for the holidays. They stood in the posh apartment that David booked, overlooking Oxford Street. 
"I don't know who you had to blow to get this place and | don't care." 


David scowled and gave Dave a benign elbow. 


The older man smirked behind his own mug of hot chocolate. He sighed softly when David wound an arm 


around his back and rested his head on his shoulder. 
"You did forget the whipped cream." 
"You're lucky | can turn the stove on" 


David smiled now. He was about to take a sip, to test out Dave's hot chocolate, when something caught his eye. 
"Dave!" He exclaimed, lifting his head. 


Dave started and stared at David. "What" Is it that bad?" 

"No! Look!" He pointed out the window. "It's starting to snow!" 

Before Dave could even open his mouth to respond, David pulled away from him. "We should go out now!" 
Dave stooped forward a bit to look at the street below them. "But it's so busy." 

"Htll be fun!" 

"It looks cold" 

David was already grabbing their hats and scarves and coats. "Please?" 

Dave couldn't resist that. He looked at David with a soft smile. "Oh, all right." 


He stood patiently as the younger man wrapped a red plaid scarf around his neck and then pulled a black beanie 


down over his hair. 


"You look so handsome. So sexy." When he said the word, ‘sexy’, David's nose scrunched up and his eyes 


twinkled. 


Dave pretended to be annoyed but, deep down, it made him weak in the knees when David doted on him so. And, 
after all this time, David knew that. They had their games and, over time, each man had perfected his role. He 
reached for David's green scarf and slowly wrapped it around the younger man's neck, gazing into the eyes he 


called home as he did so. 


David fell quiet and met Dave's stare. Dave had once told him it was ‘us against the world, Junior’ and, of 
course, at the time, David resented it. He resented Dave isolating him, he resented Dave's pet name, he 
resented Dave putting David under his wing. It wasn't a place David wanted to be. He wanted to be beside Dave 
as partners, both as musicians and as lovers. It took years for David to understand that Dave's brand of love 
included a fierce need to protect. It was something they fought about often. It was something that drove David 


away. Ultimately, it was something that David came to realize he loved dearly about the older man. 


He caught Dave's hand and pulled it to his lips, giving it a soft, feathery kiss. "I love you." 

Dave smiled as he pulled David's Santa hat onto his head. "I love you, too, beautifull" 

Down on the street, David slid his arm through Dave's and pressed close to him as they were jostled by the 
dense crowd of last minute shoppers. They stopped at each window display and, while David found the wonder 
in each, Dave often scowled and wrinkled his nose. David looked up at the older man, ready to share his 
amusement with Dave. When he found him frowning, David laughed. 

"What? You don't like the robotic reindeer?" 

"Nope." 

"Scrooge." 

Dave wound his arm around David and pinched him. 

The younger man wriggled and yelped before letting Dave steer him away from the window and onward. The 
snow was picking up and driving people indoors. As the crowd thinned some and they reached the end of the 
street, David pulled Dave to a stop. 

"What?" 

"Just stop and look, Dave. | want you to stop just doing these things for me and do them WITH me." 


"L am with you." 


"No, Dave. Just .look around" David turned to look back up the street, taking in the snow falling down around 


them and the lights overhead. 

Dave was watching David's face, the way it broke into a smile as he studied their surroundings. He didn't care 
too much about snow and about lights and about window displays. He cared about David. He cared about the 
twinge of pink coloring David's cheeks and the tip of his nose. He cared about the snowflake stuck to his 
eyelashes. He cared about the way the lights reflected in David's eyes and the deep rose of David's lips. 


"You're breathtaking.” Dave murmured. 


David smiled and gave Dave a quick glance and then gave him a longer look when he realized Dave was staring 


at him and not the sights around them. "Stop!" He laughed softly. "You're supposed to be looking at all of this." 


‘I'm more amazed by all of this right here." 


"Corny." 
"Romantic." 


David grinned and shook his head as he turned away. Dave smiled as he followed behind, watching the younger 


man's backside. 

"Hey!" Dave called, 

"What?" 

"We should go back to the apartment." 
"We're on our way. What's your hurry?" 


Dave caught up to him and wound an arm around David's shoulders. "Maybe l'm horny," He whispered in 


David's ear. 

"Yeah, thats romantic." 

"Maybe | have a gift for you." 

"If you're talking about your dick ." 

‘tim not!" 

David gave the older man a playful warning look. He allowed Dave to steer him through the snow and the 
crowds, back to the apartment. The truth was David loved it when Dave became playful. He was game for 
whatever Dave had up his sleeve. 

"How about you start a fire in the fireplace and I'll just go get your gift?" 

"Hey, its not Christmas yet. | don't want to do gifts tonight." David told him as he reached for Dave's arm. 
"What do you want to do tonight?" 

With a little smirk, David replied, "You." 

The fire crackled and roared, sending a warm orange glow against their pale, naked skin as they lay, snuggled 
together on a blanket spread out on the floor. David curled against Dave's side and rested his head on the 
older man's shoulder. He ran his fingertips along Dave's breastbone, gently tangling in the soft curls of hair. He 


gazed at the fire and gave a soft sigh. Dave tickled his fingers along David's neck, tenderly stroking and pulling 


his hair away from his skin. 


After a few quiet moments, Dave had to pull his feet back. "Fucking hot!" 

"Fire is hot, yes." David giggled. 

With a gentle growl, Dave rolled over and forced David onto his back. "Sassing me?" 

The younger man wrapped his arms around Dave's neck and pulled him down. "All the days of my life." 


"Brat" Dave whispered before giving David a long, deep kiss. 


